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generations from himself. The time of my infancy and
early boyhood was passed partly at Cockermouth, and
partly with my mother's parents at Penrith, where my
mother, in the year 1778, died of a decline, brought on by
a cold, in consequence of being put, at a friend's house in
London, in what used to be called * a best bedroom.' My
father never recovered his usual cheerfulness of mind af-
ter this loss, and died when I was in my fourteenth year,
a school-boy, just returned from Hawkshead, whither I had
been sent with my elder brother Eichard, in my ninth year.
" I remember my mother only in some few situations,
one of which was her pinning a nosegay to my breast,
when I was going to say the catechism in the church, as
was customary before Easter. An intimate friend of hers
told me that she once said to her that the only one of her
five children about whose future life she was anxious was
William; and he, she said, would be remarkable, either
for good or for evil. The cause of this was that I was of
a stiff, moody, and violent temper; so much, so that I
remember going once into the attics of my grandfather's
house at Penrith, upon some indignity having been put
upon me, with an intention of destroying myself with one
of the foils which I knew was kept there. I took the foil
in hand, but my heart failed. Upon another occasion,
while I was at my grandfather's house at Penrith, along
with my eldest brother, Richard, we were whipping tops
together in the large drawing-room, on which the carpet
was only laid down upon particular occasions. The walls
were hung round with family pictures, and I said to my
brother, * Dare you strike your whip through that old
lady's petticoat ?' He replied, * No, I won't.' i Then,' said
I, ' here goes!' and I struck my lash through her hooped
petticoat; for which, no doubt, though I have forgotten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